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Kirk S. Boote

A Message from the Author
THERE IS A MYSTERY to life that compels us to look beyond
time, in search of our eternity. It is in this search where we look
for meaning, hope and the why to life. When we look back on our
life some memories will sparkle while others burn to become the
fire of the soul—life shapes us, molds us and forges us to become
who we are. Over time we change and color is added to our soul.
If you do not believe in God, this book may cause you to
rethink. If you do believe in God this book is not about religion,
but rather how this reality of God surfaces in life. Regardless as
to whether or not you believe, seeing what life does to you or to
others compels us to see life differently.
Although I am Christian, The God Process is not just about
Christianity. God did not have us all born into my Christianity.
Yet, I need to tell this story from my perspective, because my
encounter with God was through my Christianity. My story of
family and life I hope transcends all faiths. In the exploration
of faith, even atheism, we discover the roots of our soul. In faith
we discover that part of us that brings meaning to the self and
meaning to life. In that discovery lies our potential.
In the playground of life we explore what we cannot see. Behind
the vale lies the great mystery of why we are here.
###
###
Kirk S. Boote
Author of
The God Process
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I-1 Miracles
A miracle opens the soul to the reality of God.
###
WHEN I WAS YOUNG my grandmother would tell me stories
that captured my imagination. Stories of God and how prayer
made life better. Stories of miracles and angels. These stories
shaped my life.
My grandmother’s family came from England. I don’t know the
exact date but it was the early 1900’s. My great-grandfather Albert
Lockyer came with his wife, Edith. They were able to acquire a
homestead through a Canadian immigrant program and settled in
northern Saskatchewan near Ruthilda. They built their own home
and farmed the land. My great-grandmother was staunchly religious
but not my great-grandfather, well at least not in his early years.
I was told he was a rough impatient sort, who smoked a pipe and
loved to cuss and curse. That all changed in time.
Back then life required a different kind of toughness. The roots
of my family in Canada began as true settlers. Survival required
growing enough food for the winter and stockpiling coal and supplies. Many people who came from England arrived by boat in
Halifax. For some, like my great-grandparents, you would register
for a homestead and with it came a loan (if needed) and a paper
for the land which you would earn through a work commitment
and repayment. Then you would make your way west on the train,
travel northward by horse and buggy and finally you settled on
your homestead.
Back then people came together and helped each other to build
up their homes, farms and towns. You couldn’t do it on your own.
Much of life was I think based on the barter system. They helped
one another by the exchange of labor, supplies and food in addition to cash and loans.
Winters in the early 1900s were cold. We don’t experience that
kind of winter as much now. It was a kind of cold that created this
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bite of frost on your cheeks and the stiffness in your fingers and
toes, usually within minutes. Cold weather which dips below -30
degrees is felt to the core of your bones. Even layers and layers
of clothes can’t keep that kind of cold out.
Winters like this created isolation because you wouldn’t travel
unless you had to. Traveling by horse and buggy to neighboring
towns for doctors or supplies meant trying to forge your way
through snow drifts on dirt roads with seat warmers (heated coal
in a cast iron metal box below the seat) and blankets to protect you
from the elements. Back then the snow could climb four to five
feet high or higher covering the roof tops and picket fences. Still
there is a beauty in winter that you take in with the snow and the
hoarfrost that lined the prairie landscape set across the endless
distance as far as the eye can see. The prairies here rolled forward
with trees, lakes, birds and the wild coyote and deer which filled
the space with life.
When my grandmother Doris sat me down to tell her stories
it was always about God. How God helped them. Miracles come
in different forms and sometimes it takes a wake-up call to truly
appreciate God and why faith matters. I think that is how it is.
We go along living our life and it is not until we find that we need
God that we look to God. Not always, sometimes God just shows
up. Well, that’s what happened to my great-grandfather Albert.
God decided to show up.
There was a preacher man that came to Ruthilda. Back then
churches often had what was called Tent Revivals. People would
come together to listen and learn about God. This preacher man
was somewhat unique in that he couldn’t read or write. The story
goes that he had memorized the bible verses that his wife would
read him. He dedicated his life to God after his own conversion
experience. His sermons were from the heart and he spoke with
passion.
Edith as I said was religious, probably in every sense of the
word. She would drag Albert out to hear this preacher man. Albert
would come and stand at the back of the tent and Edith would take
the rest of the family to sit in the front. For an hour or so Albert
had to be subjected to these hymns, prayers and the Word of God.
It was not long after that Albert was working the fields, trying
to harvest his crop and he was having problems with his thrasher.
One thing after another was not working right. So it would be
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“God damn this!” and “God damn that!!” Cussing and cursing.
Apparently, God was listening and clear as day a voice from the
heavens whispered back… “And it shall be damned!!” A week
later a hail storm took out half his crop.
Funny how it is, Albert thought he better start paying attention
to this preacher man! The next Sunday he sat with Edith at the
front of this tent along-side his children. This single moment, I
was told, changed my great-grandfather.
When winter came there wasn’t enough. There wasn’t enough
coal and food was scarce. Prayer has a way of magnifying miracles.
Homes back then were heated by coal. You had a pot belly stove
that served not only as heat for the home but many would use it
for their stove to cook food. By February the coal was low. Each
morning Edith would dig down to get a pail of coal out of the bin,
thinking that she might have enough for two or three more days.
She would start her day in prayer and she would end her day in
prayer. Yet, the next day she would go back out to the bin to get
more coal. For six more weeks she dug to the bottom of the bin
thinking that she might only have enough from one more day and
yet the next day there was always enough coal.
When it comes to miracles, I think about my Christianity. When
Jesus raised the basket to heaven and thanked his Father in heaven
in prayer that was when God responded with fish and bread for the
five thousand. Some people discount miracles as only a story told
to create a belief in God. I guess that can be our human nature,
to not believe—unless miracles happen to you, it is just a story.
These stories of God shaped my family and they created this
faith in my life. I wonder about miracles. What makes a miracle a
miracle? Is it the coincidence of a voice perhaps heard and some
future event that speaks to this reality of God? Is it the surreal
belief where God fills a bin with coal? Or is it how a simple prayer
changes a life?
When my father was young he was extremely sick. At 12 years
old he spent several months in and out of the hospital because
he couldn’t breathe. He had severe asthma. He was allergic to
animals —dogs, cats, horses—dust, pollen and who knows what
else. Most days he was bed ridden, too sick to go to school.
I know exactly what that feels like. I too suffered from asthma.
When I was young my mother had me put a towel over my head
to catch the steam that would rise from a pot of hot water. I would
breathe in the vapor to clear the lungs. Seldom did it help. Even
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the medication when I was young was not that effective. The lungs
would ache with every breath that I took. The chest would move,
but seldom would it feel like there was oxygen in the air.
One day when I was sick from asthma, my father sat me down
and told me his miracle. In the spring of 1948 a Jewish Rabbi
came to his door. I’m not sure how this Rabbi knew that my father
was sick because my grandparents were not Jewish, they were
Christians. Still, he showed up at the door. The Rabbi asked if he
could come into the home to pray. My grandmother took him to
the bedroom and after a brief conversation the Rabbi asked my
dad if he believed in God? In the innocence of a child my dad
responded, “I think so.”
The Rabbi took my father’s hands and then placed them with
his on the chest. Together they prayed. It was a simple prayer.
After, the Rabbi got up, he told my dad that with God all things
are possible and then left. It was from that day forward that my
dad was never hospitalized for asthma again. It was later in life
that my father saw this as a miracle.
Sometimes miracles happen and we don’t know it. It is not
until you look back and you see how life became better that you
see your miracle as a response to a prayer. When you find God
moving in your life it is in that moment you find your miracles.
Miracles come in different forms. What is a miracle to one
person can be discounted as a coincident to another. The journey
that I want to take you on is to show you my miracles, this journey
of how God moved in my life.
Life moves like a pendulum. We swing from tragedy to triumph
and from the falling down to the getting up. Miracles are often
found when we get sick, when we get close to death and sometimes
after we lose the people we love. Sometimes we only see the light
after we have walked a long time in the dark.
Perhaps miracles are seen when we see God in these moments
that appear surreal. That’s the magic. And when it happens to you,
life takes on a whole new dimension. It is in these “God moments”
that we find a whole new reason for living life differently.
The first step that I want to take you on in this journey of what
I call “The God Process” is my own wake-up call. Often times
our wake-up call comes when we find ourselves in a dark place.
The start of my journey to write this book begins with death. Yet
even in death God works his miracle. When we see our eternity
and this eternity in those that we love, we find this awakening.
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God can create a different kind of miracle for life, even in the
death of those we love.
Each chapter that you read in a way captures a miracle—a
life lesson. To help you see your own miracle, maybe you will
find them by reflecting on how miracles came about in my life.
Miracles awaken the soul to a different kind of life.

